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SONNET TO MOONLIGHT. 


| Aur nature now is huſh'd in filent ſleep, | 
And thro? the wood ſcarce breathes the ſoft'ned gale: 
Ariſe, fair Orb! from climes beyond the deep, 
And o'er Northumbria caſt thy ſilver veil : 
From buſy day, and all its cares, retir'd, 
The penſive muſe enjoys this tranquil hour, 
And loves, fair Cynthia, by thy beams inſpir d, 
Her ſpirit on the poet's breaſt to pour. 
Then welcome, queen of night! to theſe lone ſhades, 
My joy ſhall be day's giddy throng to leave; 
To mark thy beauties ſpreading o'er the glades, 
And ſeek calm quiet each returning eve : 
The ſetting fun ſhall paſs unheeded by, 


Nor ſhall his abſent rays call forth one. ſigh. 
B SONNET 
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All ceaſe, tos faithful friend! ah ceaſe to-bring 


EE 
SONNET TO AUTUMN. 


e eee 8 


Warns on my CT No ——— s cu rur'd plains, 
Thy hand, ſweet Autumn! ſpread the ripen'd corn, 
And o'er the harveſt fields, the chearful ſwains, 
With ſongs and labour woke the early morn: 
Then, thro' revolving years, at thy return, 
I wove the garland, and prepar'd the lay, 
Nor ſaw the miſts ariſe from time's deep urn, 
That ever gathering, darken life's long way. 
The roſy ſpring, tho' ſtor'd with fragrant dews, 
To dreſs the trees, and bid the bloſſom ope, 
Was not ſo welcome to my infant muſe, 
For with thy dawn, aroſe the dawn of hope. 


Ah! days of bliſs !=for ever are you fled, 


And hope reſts now on reſignation's head. + 
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SoM ET To 0 MihoRy. | 
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Departed hours of; Joy to my ſad mind, 
When thought flew gaily by, on fancy's wing, 
Or on the breaſt of flatt'ring hope reclin'd : 

O'er former ſcenes a Lethean mantle keep, 68 
And hide the ſource from whence my forrows flow, 
Reflection only makes the wound more deep, | 
What was, was pleaſure, but What is, is woe. 
But can cold reaſon make the muſe forget 


The themes, the objects, loy'd ſo well, ſo o long 729 
Or 


u 1 


Or can ſhe ſtop the tear of fond regret 

For hopes, that firſt inſpir'd her kumble fong > 1 
Ah! no; my muſe ſhall thoſe dear themes adore, 
„ and. PET be no more. 
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Wil 5 wilt thou e rior + 

The chains of error round a Captive:mind? ꝰ?: 
Jo hearts that bend beneath misfortunes b blaſt 
Thou paint'ſt the future brighter than the paſt; 

And when calm reaſon, or experience kind, 

Would draw the yell, and leave thy ſpells behind, 
Thou whiſpereſt then, © This ſorrow is the laſt, 

And plealure's roſy train advance She? : þ 
Ah! lovelieſt flow ' r that life's gay path dee! 
Unthigking youth at thy fair altar bows; 
There, ardent fancy. pays her. early vows, 

Nor thinks thy roſe, oh hope! is arm'd with e 

But ah! thoſe: thorns thy hapleſs-victims feel, 

And oft 1 ban. a wound N time can e * 
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" SONNET TO nn DEAN. 
3 14 


Sire vale! , what ring fancy oft ney 
| To ſeek fair nature in her fommer bower; 
Or tun'd the lyre, amid thy much lov'd ſhade. 5 = 


0 71 en ſtrains, at evening's ſilent hour: 
; | Ba | Oft 


19 


Whoſe votary ſhuns the gay and buſy throng, © 


| 8 
Oft times I firive to paint in humble ſong, 
Thy rural beauties, by the muſe inſpir 24 


And contemplation wooes, in ſcenes retir d: 
But ah! in vain- their aid divine I aſk; | 
Through my dull verſe no fire poetic breathes, . 


My ruſtic lays, unequal to the taſk, 


Can claim no poet's crown, no laurel wreathes; 


Yet would my muſe a garland afk, ſweet Dean 


Form'd of the menos * A deck thy leer 


— ——d 


| SONNET TO A PARTRIDGE. 


Drrr thro” the valley ſounds the chund'ring gun, 

Arm'd with quick death, nor founds, alas, in vain: 
Thou bleed'ſt, poor bird! thy little life is done; 

For thee, no more ſhall wave the golden grain; 
No more the hedge-row be thy peaceful home; 
Nor ſhall thy gentle young ones call thee there; 
No more oer fields or woodlands ſhalt thou roam, 

Thou'rt dead to happineſs, and dead to care. 

Yet kind the dart, poor bird, that brings thee reſt; 

No more on thee ſhall tort'ring memory hang; 


But ah! the dt d eee the Mumm break, 


Still fixes faſter keen ſenſation's pang. 


Th! aflided boſom bleeds with current wide; 
"OE US: VAI On 
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JONNET 70 A SWALLOW. . " 


SWEET bird! wilt thou no longer with me lay? | 
Thro' chearful ſummer haſt thou been my gueſt; 
And in my chimney built thy peaceful neſt; 
And chirp'd thy welcome to the dawni 020 
Now nature, in her charms no longer dreſt 
To diſtant regions bids thee wing thy ways. 
Where warmer climes ſhed forth a brighter ray, 
And conſtant ſummer decks the glowing weſt. . 
But ah! thy flight firſt brings th' unwelcome view 
Of winter's long and ſolitary reign, | 
That ſtrips the meadows of their verdant hue, 
| And binds the feather'd choir with filent chain. 
So ſhall the drooping muſe in filence mourn, 
Till ſpring __ OY and ny Geet bird? return. 


| — —— - 
SONNET. 


Ng W 
And bluſhing morn: comes ſmiling ofer the hills; \ 
Bright Phoebus riſing, waves his golden wand, 
And ſhews his image in reflecting rills. 
The lark's wild notes now echo thro? the air, 
rr 
Contented he repines not at his lot, 
But whiſtling, haſtens to his daily care, * 
When — heel ah: * e 
And ſmiling ſummer paints the blooming plains; 


14 ] 


When glowing autumn - her golden ſheaves ; 
bl And ſtormy winter o'er gay nature reigns; 

il Ah! happier far the quiet rural life, 

| | Than that where ae purſes jealous rife 
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'FLORELLA'S ABSENCE FROM TOWN. : : 


Ir was that wonth when lovely nature throws 
Her ſweet profuſion o'er the flowery dale, 


That fair Florella, weeping o'er her woes, 
To echoing groves thus told her diſmal tale. 


1 Ah cruel fate! to tear me from the world, 

IN And make me dwell among theſe hated ſhades; 
18 In one ſhort day from town and tranſport hurl'd, 
= To ſolitude, and grief, and gloomy glades. 


Far, far from me is now the ſprightly ball; 

1 The gentle minuet, and the country dance: 
[| For nought is minded in-this difmal hall, 
Bt hateful politics, and news from. Acer 


Ahl far from me are all thoſe pleaſures fled, 
Thoſe joys of life on which each fair one doats, 
The train ſome yards behind, the feather d head, 
The glare of beaux, and VO of Karket coats | 


No found of nate. now « can been my —_— 
Or dear quadrille delight my flutt ring 9 1 
For here no concert's been theſe thouſand years, | 


| Noe: ſince the world began \ was play's one vole. 
| nete What 
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What mortal can endure the hours they keep þ- 12117 
They riſe each morning with the riſing ſun; A 


The noiſy lark diſturbs my balmy fleep, 
And then the torment of the day 8 degun. 


1 


. > 


Sodn as the clock ſtrikes ff they breakfaſt heres. xs 
But did I do ſo when I liv'd in town? 15 
Ah! ſix o'clock is only midnight there, 

For thank may ſtars I never roſe till noon. l 
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Ah! who can Nas to walk fin three long miles, 
Thro' fields, where ſcarce three people one can fect 

They tell me, Flora at this ſeaſon ſmiles, 1: 
But if ſhe ſmiles on them, wo frowns on me. 

| Ut 8 3 Yolo „ f wel * 

Moral mourn ye belles and e Florella's * 
That dooms her thus with ruſtic clowns to mix, 

Whoſe minds, untaught by faſhion'or by ſtate, W 


Can ſee no beauties in a coach and fix. 
FFP 


Wie i ry A 
We're ſure to ame at one (oh what an rl 


And for my comfort in the afternoon, o DUET ; t 
Perhaps we viſit ſome good folks next door, 
And always go. at leaſt three hours too 5 3 
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Inſtead of all chat l chat, ESE 55 = 

Which at town vilits cheats the time away, 
They talk of Racnaer this, and Tippy that 
Or tell how poultry fold laſt market day. 


| * ok 3 
When all the village news is quite gone through, 
And each dull tale told ofer and o'er again; | 


For want of other themes, they'll talk, 'tis true, 
About what laren 1 in the laſt king's reign. | 


When evening comes, in vain my ſorrowing heart. 
Sighs for the ſide· box, and regrets the play, 

No playhouſe here; no powder'd beaux ſo ſmart, 
The evening's long and tedious, like the day. 


« Behold Florella” (oft at night they cry,) 
_ © Behold the ſkies in all their glory dreſt! 
| But ah! no ſtar ſeems bright to my dull eye, 
But that which glitters on his _—_ s an 


« How feet,” they cry, © is nature's gay mh, 
FJ} | That breathes on zephyr's wing along the gales,” 
=. But fweeter far I think the drawing room, 
| Where breathe gay compliments and tender tales. 


Oh! could I but once more behold the town, 
NF And all thoſe ſcenes which are to mem'ry dear, 
| In vain ſhould friends upon my conduct frown, 
IK No art, or force, again ſhould bring me here. 
/ 
; In vain their ſober leſſons ſhould they preach, 
» And praiſe the pleaſures of a rural lite ; 
8 [ . | Their grave harangues ſhould ne' er my boſom teach, 
[| Or win my mind to be a ruſtic's wife. 


L* 3 


n HOURS, A POEM. _ 


IfORTAI T Time! beſt gift of heav'n to man! I 

From thee the hours, the days, the ſeaſons came; 

Thou mark'ſt with varied lines, life's narrow ſpan, . 

And art, through changing years thyſelf the ſame. 

How bleſt the boſom that with conſtant am 

Shall uſe thy moments, and improve thy hours; 

And in life's morning light the ſacred flame 

Of virtue, that ſhall cheer the evening bow'rs 

Of age, and guide the foul when threat” ning tempeſt 
low'rs. . 


Soon an nl ſun- beams light the earth, 

The ſons of labour riſe with chearful hearts 
Their toil is half forgot in laughing mirth, 
And jocund health her livelieſt hue imparts. 

Their humble ſtate ſecures them from the ſtarts 
Of giddy faſhion, or of moping een: 

And induſtry, bleſt parent of the arts! 

Whoſe throne is Britain; oft at morn is ſeen 

To o lead her chearful train, to diſtant field or green. 


There the ripe hay OS the friendly ſcythe, 
Or yellow corn-fields yield the year's full crops ; 
The diſtant milk-maid ſings her carol blithe, 
And the wing'd warblers from the hedge row tops 
Pour their wild notes; and dewy fragrance drops 


From hawthorn bloſſom, or from woodbine ſhade ; 
| -— | LY 


1 
And diſtant bleatings; and alternate ſtops 
In echo's voice, add charms to ev'ry glade; 
Ah tranſient charms! ſoon, fled when ſummer's beauties 
fade. 


Sweet hour of motn! ſtill doſt thou ſhine moſt brig: 
Where the red ſun emerges from the main, 

And gilds the orient ſky with varied light, 
Reflecting on the lucid wave again. 


Triumphant at this hour does nature reign, 


And through creation ſends her bounty forth ; 
And all the charms that come in morning's train, 
Oh TynemouTH! lovelieſt village of the North 


Are thine, when her bright beam illumes the ſea and 


earth. 


Where riſing cliffs, and rocks extenſive ſpread 
Along the coaſt, majeſtic, at the laſt 

The ancient abbey lifts its ruin'd head, 

And braves the power of winter's waſting blaſt : 
Below the German ocean, wide and vaſt, 
Pours its full tide; and from the neighb'ring cave, 
Reſponſive echo ſounds ; and fail-clad maſt 

Of veſſel gliding o'er the placid wave, 


_ 'Thro' Ether's blue expanſe ſeems the ſlow way to lave. 


And o'er thy ſweet fields, at autumnal hours, 
(Bleſt hours! on which my muſe ſhall ever doat;) 


The kind, the lib'ral hand of plenty ſhow'rs 
The full-ear'd barley, and the waving oat. 


Ag 


E 
As in the eye the varied pictures flott, 
Each paſſing moment ſhews ſome beauty more, 
Ihe near-ſeen valley, and the hill remote, 
The ſmooth white beach, ſtrew'd with the Winde 5 
Of ocean's treaſures, brought by ruſhing waves on ſhore. 


Ah ſcenes belov'd! as mem'ry you unlock 
Then riſe the viſions of my early days .) 
When the wet weed torn from its native rock, 

I valued higher than the poet's bays: 
And as the landſcape met my ardent gaze, 
Sky, earth, and waters all had charms for me; 
Hope had not taught me yet to tune my lays, 
Nor at the muſe's ſnrine to bend the knee, 
And all was peaceful calm like ſummer's even ſea, 


Seaſon of bliſs! ere yet the boſom know-s 

The ills of human life; the griefs, the fears, 

The cares, the paſſions, and the countleſs woes 
That cloud the ſunfhine of maturer years: 

Ere yet the feeling heart has ſhed the tears 

Of ſorrow, for ſome joy, for ever loſt: 

And all the anguiſh keen affliction bears, 

And the ſharp pang for fond intentions croſt, 
While our frail mortal bark js on life's billows toſt, 


As hope points forward to ſome diſtant view, 

The captive mind ſome fay'rite ſcheme employs : 

She bids fond youth the flatt'ring dream purſue, 
And ſhows with lengthen'd arm the glitt'ring toys. 
C 2 But 


C20! ] 
But time too oft the magic form deſtroys, 
Perhaps ſome ſecret foe is lurking round, 
To ſnatch the cup that holds our promis'd j joys, 
And daſh it headlong on the humble ground; 
And ſad experience flows from deep reflection's wound. 


Now the warm fun his higheſt ſtation gains, 

And ſhines around with full meridian ray ; 

Pierces the hedge- row of the ſhaded lanes, 

And o'er all nature ſpreads the broad noon- day; 
No more the ſcythe glides ſwiftly through the hay; ; 
Unnerv*d'the wearied arm of labour drops; 
And as the traveller onward bends his way, 

Spent with the fervid heat, he looks, he ſtops, 
And ſeeks a cool retreat amid the bufſiy copſe. 


No longer blows the cool refreſhing breeze; 
Continu'd heat has dry'd the thirſty ſprings; 

The birds now warble from the thickeſt trees; 

Nor longer try abroad their drooping wings. 

Such univerſal languor noon- day brings, 

When ſummer's heats the parching earth pervade; N 

Then ev'n the muſe no more her loy'd ſtrain ſings, 

But courts lone ſilence in ſome gloomy ſhade, , 

Where erſt ſome fairy train in midnight revels play'd. 


If ſuch is noon in Britain's ten rate iſle, 

Oh think, ye gentle few, whoſe kindred hearts, 

Can feel for human woes, oh think, the while 

On ſcenes, at whoſe bare mention pity ſtarts 
n 7” ® Oe From 


E #3 
From the full eye; and thro' the boſom darts 
Sorrow's keen pang, to hear the wretched tale 
Of Indian ſufferings, how the negro ſmarts 
Where fierce Jamaica's hotteſt noons prevail; 
And heat with labour joins, till ſtrength and nature 


Soon as ik morning gilds we orient Fan 

Through the plantation ſounds the dreadful whip, 

While the poor flave lifts up the ſtreaming eye, 

And life's laſt breath ſeems trembling on his lip. 

From the firſt hour when barb'rous ruffians CIO 

Ill-fated Afric of her hapleſs train, 

Thro' all the horrors of the Guinea ſhip, 

And the unfeeling planter's cruel reign, 

Oh think, ye gen'rous minds, their mis ry and their 
pain 2 A 2 ; 

Vain are comphints : long ſince the ſoothing ſound. 

Of mild humanity has ceas'd to pleaſe 

Their ruthleſs maſter's ſoul: nor is there and 

One friend to pour the healing balm of eaſe 

Upon their wounds; nor can the ſufferer ſeize 

One gleam of hope to chear them on their way; 

Cut off from joy, from comfort, and from peace, 

And tortur'd by oppreſſion's rigid ſway, - 

The grave, the _ 2 is now their only ſtay. 


And thou, hand e at whoſe rough command 
The laſhes echoed round with horrid peal, | 
: e Who 


„ 


Who taught the cruel driver's guilty hand 

To give thy weeping ſlaves the ſcanty meal; 

Juſt vengeance ſhall thy crimes hereafter feel; 

And when oppreſs'd with ſickneſs, or with want, 
Remorſe ſhall wound thy ſoul like pointed ſteel, 
And murther'd victims round thy pillow haunt, 

For heav'n denies to thee we __ thou would'ſt not 
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Oh Wu e humanity 8 beſt friend, 

Though yet thy gen'rous efforts have been croſt, 
Bright truth ſhall dawn, and Britain ceaſe to lend 
Her ear to minds miſled, and boſoms loſk 

To pity's voice; and may the noble hoft*, _ 

The guardians and preſervers of our laws, 
Whoſe wiſdom ever is their country's boaſt, | 

Exert their power in mercy's lovely cauſe, 1077 

And tear the hateful veil iniatiate av' rice n. 
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Oh Prev! to hn 8 looks for aid, rt 

Whoſe counſel guides her, and whoſe virtue ſhields, 

Still raiſe thy voice againſt this horrid; trade, 

Till error's miſt to bright conviction yields. 

But ill my mule perſuaſion's weapon wields ; 

Oh ! could ſhe ſing on high Parnaſſian hill, 

And bear the laurel from Apollo's fields, 44 

Then ſhould the glowing verſe, and garland ſtill 

Fs mercy's ſacred Ore an n of free will. 
Come 


* The Britiſh Parliament. 
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Come ſilent hour! to contemplation dear, 
Day's varied ſcenes ſhall claim my ſong no more; 
The morning bath'd in nature's pearly tear; 
When Flora ſpreads on earth her gayeſt ſtore; 
Nor the broad noon-day on the parching ſhore 3 
Nor ev'ning hours, tho? deareſt to the muſe; 
But night's deep ſhade, when daily care is o'er, 
And mild content on labour's pillow ftrews 
The ſlumber ſound and dream of fancy's gayeſt hues. 


No verdant ſcenes the poet's eye can win, 
Or tempt gay fancy now to rove abroad ; 
Beſt ſeaſon this to turn the mind within, 
And view thro' reaſon's glaſs the paſt day's road; 
If vainly ſpent, dread conſcience then will goad 
The guilty ſoul, and rack the tortur'd breaſt ; 
But innocence, free from th' oppreſſive load 

Of vice, ſinks ſweetly down to quiet reſt; 
No ſtorm affrights the heart where virtue is a gueſt, 


November's diſmal blaſt howls thro' the dell; 

Nor ſlars, nor moon - beams yield their Nu light, 

And echoes, murm'ring from the diſtant cell, 

Fill wand'ring ſhepherds lone with ſore affright. 

Now flaves of faſhion waſte the giddy night, 

In ill-term'd pleaſure, round the cirding cards; 

Or midnight dance and revels gay invite; 

And vice unmaſk'd Where fear no longer guards 

With folly riots loud, and deep remorſe retards. 
When 
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When toil is done, and weary. nature ileeps, '., - 
Then active fancy, free from reaſon's chain, 
Reſtores the object fond affection weeps, 
Whoſe death or abſence we have mourn'd in vain: 
We hear the lov'd, the well known voice again, 
In fancied comfort ſorrow is forgot ; 

But ah! too ſoon we wake to former pain, 

The lovely dream is fled, and our fad lot 

Is to regret the paſt, and weep for what is not. 


While the gay tide of youthful fancy flows, 
And idle pleaſure does the mind engrofs, 
We lightly prize the bleſſings heav'n beſtows, 
Nor know their value, till we feel their loſs. | 
Tis thus we loſe thee Tins; bright paſſion's gloſs 

_ Gilds the vain hours, lamented when too late, 
When drooping age, life's ev'ning, comes acroſs, 
And mem'ry calls to mind our former ſtate, 

We weep for years ee and throw the blame onfate. 
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But fate allows to all ſufficient time 

To plant the tree of virtue, and to chuſe 

The good or evil: man is free to climb 

The path which leads to heav'n, or to refuſe 
The offer'd grace; and vain is all excuſe 

For ill ſpent minutes, and neglected hours; 
Then ſnatch the fleeting moments, oh my muſe! 
And as time flies, employ thy feeble pow'rs 
As reaſon's voice directs, that peace may {till be our's. 


AN 
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AN EPISTLE 10 A YOUNG LADY.” 5 1 
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2 Mu, 76. May, 1793 
Mir bo 5 85 „ 
F The letter that vou ſent, 3 
Came ſafe to me, with the contents; | | 
The little picture, which you took 
That evenin g from my pocketbook, 
I found inclos d; and though "twas cruel, | | 
To rob me of ſo bright a jewel, Tp 
| Whoſe painted coat, of various hue, . 
Shone gaily deck'd with green and blue. 
It caus'd no fits, no reſtleſs nights, 1 
No ſleeping dreams, or waking frights. tf 
Well, now I know you'll blame the muſe, ' 
And cry What not one word of news? 
Alas! dear girl, no news hive I 
To feaſt your ear, or chirm your eye, 1 
No ſound e' er meets my wearied ear, 
But ſlaughter; war, and Dumourier. 
The Auſtrians, their camps and tents, 
The Pruſſians, and the ſiege of Mentz; 
I ſhould not wonder, very ſoon, | 
If France makes war againſt the moon! 
But, as I am no politician, 
I will, my dear, with your permiſſion,” 
Now write a little of the fpring, 
(A theme we poets love to ling). 
The bloſſom'd trees, the budding flowers, 
D The 


. 
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The warbling birds, the ſhady bowers, 
The hills, the dales, the valleys gay, 
Are deck d in all the charms of May. 
Bleſs me! my paper's almoſt done, 
(1 really thought twas ſcarce cr ro 
I only juſt have room to tell | 
That all friends here are very well; 
Of compliments ſend not a few 


To Mr., Mrs. I , and you. 
My beſt reſpects upon you wait, 
And am, 


Your moſt affectionate | 
P. S. I had forgot to ay, 8 
When you were here the other day, 
That Mr. M——'s new houſe is filld, 
Who has again 1 21 to build 
Which will quite take from us, you know, 
The Muſtard-mill, and Saville Row. 
So ſweet a proſpect heretofore _ 
Excuſe me, I can add no more. 


T 
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THE COTTAGE OF CONTENT. _ 


In thoſe happy old days, that are call d days of gold, 


(Such days we poor moderns did never behold), 

There liv'd in a cottage, with nymphs and with inn 
A damſel moſt juſtly the joy of the plains; | 
- Her 
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Her complexion was fairer than lilies or ſnow, _ + 


And her eyes were more 0 than the diamond's 
rich Slow, 5 

She was ſure to give pleaſure 9 the . ext 

And the ſhepherds around her had nam'dher Cox TEN. 

Long time ſhe continu'd to live in her cot, 

And, if hiſt'ry ſays true, was well pleas'd with her lot, 

Till once on a time a fine lady came down, 

From London, or elſe from ſome other great town; 

She had both a ſmart air and a beautiful face, 

And was dreſt out in jewels, in ſatins, and lace ; 

Her fortune was large, and ſhe fix d her abode 

In a very fine caſtle, that ſtood by the road; 

Her attendants were numerous, and ſoon read her 
fame, NI F | 

And GRANDEUR, it Gems, was wha ladyſhip's s name. 

Fer ſplendid appearance ſo charm'd all the ſwains, _ 

That nolonger they thought of their flocks on the plains; 

Their crooks they were broken, their pipes thrown aſide, 


And each woo'd lady Grandeur to be his gay bride;  : 


Content and her cottage were thought of no more, 
For Grandeur alone did the ſhepherds adore. 
Since the nymph was thus fallen quite into diſgrace, 


She determin'd no longer to hve in the place, 


So one ſweet ſummer morning ſhe pack d up her clothes, 
And quitted her cottage ere Phoebus aroſe; _ 
While endleſs remorſe rends the breaſts of the ſwains, 
Who drove ſweet Content from her once happy plains. 
She travell'd all day, and when ev'ning drew nigh 
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In ſearch of a treaſure no wealth can obtain, 


„ 1 


A neat looking cottage ſhe chanc'd to eſpy. 
It Rood in a field, near the foot of a hill, 
Where inceſſantly murmur'd a ſoft flowing rill; 


On whoſe verdant banks ſome tall poplars aroſe, * $i 


And with fkill the young rene bad woven their | 
boughs, 

And form'd a kind ſhade whoſe thick vrais among 

A ſweet little lark chanted forth its wild ſong: 

Around it did roſes and violets bloom, 


And woodbine, and jeſſamine ſhed their perfume; 


The cowſlip and daiſy enamel'd the green, 

And nature in fulleſt perfection was ſeen. 

« How bleſt,” ue Content, 6 * muſt be that mortal's 
lot 

Whom kind nature | has lad i in this PIR little cot!” | 

She open'd the door, and beheld an old pair | 

Who had dwelt in that cottage for many a year; 

No envy they felt, no ambition they knew, 

Their wants were but ſmall, and their wiſhes were few. 

So pleas'd was Content with the old couple's lot, 

That for ever ſhe fix d her abode in their cot; 

And has often declar'd, that ſhe never will ceaſe, 

To be the companion of virtue and peace. - 

How many in ſearch of Content ſpend each day, 

And yet when they ſeek her go ſtill the wrong way? 

Peace of mind is a treaſure that virtue muſt give, 


And with they who obtain it contentment will live. 


Oh while thoughtleſs mortals thus wander i in vain, 


And 
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And neglect all the bleſſings kind ee eee, 
Be mine, oh ye powers! the cot of Content; 11 
That virtue may lead me through life's rugged way, Z 
And over my boſom mild peace ſhed; her ray; 

And grant me, while time ſhall flow quietly bn 
With Contentment to live, with Contentment to die. 


THE SUMMER'S DAY. 


j UST emblem the of human life; - 
Through all its ſcenes of peace and ſtrife; 5 
When Phcebus thy bright blyſhing morn 
With gold and azure does adorn, 

May we not view in that, with truth, 
The tranquil ſtate of early youth ? 

And when to form the noon-tide hour, 
The ſun diſplays his fierceſt pow'r, 
May we not then admiring cry, 

Juſt emblem of maturity? 

But ſhould a ſhadowy cloud ariſe, 5 

And hide his beams from mortal eyes, 
Would not that ſhow the cares that blind 
The brighteſt proſpect of mankind?ꝰ 

And when to cloſe the parting day, 
Bright Phcebus weſtward bends his way, 
Like his faint rays mild hope appears 

To gild the evening a aac 


Lu 1 
When day withdraws his friendly light, 
And yields his throne to ſable night, 
Do ve not thus reſign our breath, 
And ſink into the fleep of death? 
But tho? the grave's wide cavern opes, 
A brighter life invites our hopes, 
When this vain world ſhall paſs away, 

To riſe like the returning day. 


TIE ROSE. 


Ons day while ſeated in the ſhade, 
Philander to fair Phebe ſaid, 

< In that fair roſe, on yonder green, 

Is virtue's juſteſt emblem ſeen ; 

For like that roſe's thorny ſtem, 

The ways of virtue are to them, 
Who, long departed from her road, 

In pleaſure's ſpecious paths have trode ; 
And like that blooming. beauteous flower, 
To virtue's {ons is her mild power 
Which ſheds contentment o'er the breaſt, 
And lulls each anxious doubt to reſt, 
And ſure it may with truth be ſaid, 
That virtue blooms when roſes fade,” 


A SKETCH 
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A SKETCH OF THE CHARACTER oF QUEEN 
| CC Fe An K 
( The Author's firſt Eſſay in Blank Verſe. ) 


To ſuch a theme as this how ſhall the muſe 

Exalt her ſtrain? how of Eliza ſing? 

That name belov'd, enraptur'd echo hears, 

And pouring forth the deep reſounding voice 
Amid the caverns of Britannia's ſhore, i 11 
Proclaims her glory to the liſtning main. 

On her true wiſdom ſhed its choiceſt der 

And guided all her counſels; in her heart ' 4179'V 
Her people reign'd ſupreme; their. grieinth ber hon. 
Eliza made her own ; and from the yoke -- 

Of Roman ſuperſtition, and the rage | 
Of furious zeal protected this fair iſſſee (HT 


At her command the Britiſh Navy roſe, © + {+ 


Whoſe ſwelling fails with fav'ring breezes fill'd, 
Explor'd each diſtant clime, and rear d "_ tag, 
Which ſtill retains the empire of the ſee 
While commerce ſpread her wide ns power C3 
From diſtant Ganges to the Atlantic main. 
The great armada, haughty Spain's, proud boaſt, 
In vain oppos'd Eliza's conquering arm; 17 
In vain her foes the ſword of vengeance drew; +: 
Her name ſtruck terror thro? „ 
And kept the trembling enemies in we. | 
| Her 


19 1 
Her virtues were a grateful people's boaſt, 
And while her annals ſhall adorn the page 
Of hiſtory, to all Britannia's ſons 
The memory of Don w2ny dear. 
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ODE To THE MUSES. 


e vine! whoſe 1 al edtuinincing pe powers, 2 
Can bid the ſtormy paſſions riſe and _ % Bist 
Oh hither come, array d 

In fancy's gayeſt garb; | 50 
Tour brows with never fading laurel crown'd ; 
Oh hither come, accept the ſacriſice 

A grateful votary comes 

'To offer at your ſhrine. 

Infpir'd by you, our Shakeſpear tun'd the Iyre, 
And rear'd his fame immortal with the ſong 3 ; 
| Obedient on his voice 
| Each paſſion captive waits; 
Whether o'er Juliet's woes mild pity weeps, 
Or terror ſtruck at Richard's horrid crimes; 
Still muſt the feeling heart | 
Adore his much lov'd ſhade. 
In ſtrains divine when god-like Milton fings 
Of our firſt parents, in their ſtate of bliſs, 
Oeer every breaſt the muſe 
Sheds harmony and love. "IM . 
ö But 
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But when, by heaven inſpir'd, the matchleſs bard 
In ſolemn numbers tells their dreadful fall,. 
Each ſofter paſſion zan 15 
And every boſom bleeds. 1575 
And thou oh Porz! whoſe ſearching foul conkt trace 
The inmoſt windings of the human mind, 
And ſhow th' admiring world 
Whatever is, is right.” 
But when in love's wild words, and glowing ſtrains, 
Fair Eloiſa mourns her guilty flame, 
Compaſſion ſwells the eye, 
And drops the pitying tear. 
And TromsoN too, in whoſe enchanting lines | 
Fach ſeaſon blooms by nature's pencil drawn ; 
Spring, ſummer, autumn, ? 
In fancy ever live. pi | 
Nor does our age, enrich'd by every art, 
Want your inſpiring aid, oh powerful Nive ! 
For ſure to, PER 's brow 1 
The laurel wreath belongs: 
When Warkworth's Hermit tells his 1 Art 
Ah! who can read and feel not what he read? 
So well, oh charming Nine 
Can you command the heart. 
But fairer bards, and gentler muſes claim 
Praiſe, admiration, all we can beſtow, | . 
And SEwARD, WILLIAMs, OMITH 


Shall ever rule the heart. 
| | ; nn” 15 Celeflial 


1 
Celeſtial ſiſters! hear one parting prayer, 
Oh deign to ſmile on this your: favorite land, 


Where every liberal art 
a With radiant luſtre ſhines. 
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HYMN WRITTEN ON CHRISTMAS DAY, 1796. 


The ſun hos gone his wonted courſe, 
And almoſt clos'd the year, 

And winter come in annual round 

Again has found me here. 


Yes, thro' the mercy of my God 

I ſtill remain on earth, 
And tune my lyre to praiſe the day 
Bleſs'd with a Saviour's birth. 


Oh! let the beams of thy bright truth 
To diſtant nations ſmile, 

And ſhed thy powerful grace, oh Lord! 

On Britain's favor'd iſle. 


How ſhould the chriſtian's heart rejoice 
For every bleſſing giv'n, 


And ſeek with never weary ſtep 


The path which leads to heav'n ! 


Fl 
THE SORROWS OF JULIET. | 


N EAR — brook, where —_ a 2 weep, 

And ſolemn yew-trees ſpread an awful ſhade ; 

Where echoes murmur from the diſtant deep, 
Lie Juliet's laſt remains—ill-fated maid ! 


Yon peaceful cot was Juliet's ſweet abode ; 1 
Yon woodbine-ſhade was rear d by her fair hands; 
There long ſhe walk'd in virtue's flowery road, 
And ſtill obey'd her dictates and commands. 


Though fair her form, her mind was fairer ſtill, 
Far, far more fair than ever poet feign'd 

Though large her bounty, larger was her will 
To ſoothe the heart, by keen 8 pain d. 


But who can to all powerful hw ſet bounds ! 
Or who can ſay © I will not own his fway ?” 

Too oft his ſhaft the tender boſom wounds, 
And bears the young unguarded heart n 


Mongſt all the ſwains who grac'd fair — 
None like the gentle Corydon was a. : 

Lov'd by each nymph, eſteem'd by every ſwain, 

e reign d the monarch of , en. 8 


8 s plain 


Dear was fair Juliet to his faithful breaſt, 
As 1s the turtle to his feather'd mate, | 
A few more weeks had ſeen them further bleſt, 


And m__ their plighted hands i in om ſtate. * 
8 E 7 Wit 
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But direful war ſpread wide her ſavage arms, 
And delug' d Britain's happy iſle with blood, 


Call'd Corydon from peace and Juliet's charms, 
To breathe i in | laughter for his country” 8 JT 06 


For three jonht . his ee Juliet mourn'd. 

And counted each dull moment as it fled; 
The three months paſt, no Corydon retir{fd, 

But came the fatal news—that he was dead 


In vain the nymphs to comfort Juliet try'd, 
CQlad in a hermit's veſt ſhe ſought that cell; 
There ſome fad weeks ſhe linger'd ere ſhe died, 

And then a victim to her ſorrows fell. 


5 — PSS: * — 
STREPHON AND MARIA, 


1 PAST ORAL T ALE. 


. Written at the age of fifteen, : 


In a feet cottage by a green-wood ſide, 

Belov'd by all, the fair Maria dwelt; 

With ſpotleſs i innocence to be her guide, . 
She the ſweet bleſſing of contentment felt. 


Her youthful days had known no anxious care, 
No hidden ſorrow had her boſom torn; 
She ne'er had felt the arrows of deſpair, | 

New joys return'd with each revolving morn. 


And when pale Luna, goddeſs of the night, 
In ſable mantle clad the verdant plain, 


Maria 
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Maria gaz d with pleaſure on that ſight, 
an noh bur 1 ben can view n ou 


But joy on oatth can never 1 prove, 11 

Of which Maria an example ſhone; - | 
The baleful influence of tyrannic t | 1 
It was her Wks mers & to own. | 


And let no Stoic with a flinty Inviet; «1, 
Blame the ſweet maiden for her gentle flame, 

For know, vain boaſter, that through love's keen ſmart 
Glows a ſweet pleaſure thou can'ſt ne'er attain. 


Cloſe by the fide of a meandring ſtream, 
Within the covert of a waving wood, 

The ſeat of innocence and peace ſupreme, - 
Retir'd from pomp and noiſe, a cottage ſtood. | 


This humble cottage was the fweet abode 

Of a young ſhepherd, whom the tongue of fame 
Had long acknowledg'd virtuous and good, 
And Strephon was of this fair youth the name. 


Long had Maria of his heart reign'd queen; 
Proud was the ſhepherd of her gentle ſway ; 

Though ſmall their treaſure, and their ſtation mean, 
Lave, peace, contentment, deign'd to bleſs each day. 


Though all the neighbouring ſhepherds call'd her fair, 
For none but Strephon beat Maria's heart: | 
One flowery paſture fed their fleecy care; © ; 1 
(Alas! they knew not love had poiſon'd darts.) 
5 " Of | 
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Oft in a-grove together would they tray, | 
To hear the muſic of the feather'd throng ; = 
There, ſhelter'd from the piercing heat of day, 
They liſten'd to th' enchanting lark's ſweet ſong. 


Maria's tender parents ſaw the youth, _ | 
And thought him worthy of their daughter's hand: 
And ſhe who ever ſpoke the voice of truth, | 
Soon gave conſent to join in Hymen's bands. 


« But, ah! what earthly happineſs can laſt ?” 
Pleaſure too oft is follow'd faſt by pain; 

The tyrant death, with ever powerful blaſt, 
Soon robb'd Maria of her faithful ſwain ! 


'The news no ſooner reach'd the maiden's ear, 
Than on the ground inſenſible ſhe fell! 

Juſt op'd her eye and ſhed a pearly tear, 
And then for ever bade the world farewell ! 
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STREPHON AND PHEBE, 


A PASTORAL TALE. 


Or all the gay ſwains of the Tweed, 

There was none could with Strephon compare; 
In the dance on the ſoft flowery mead, 

| Young Phebe ſhone firſt of the fair. 


No wealth had the ſhepherd to boaſt, 
Ambition his breaſt had ne'er fir'd, 
The praiſe of the good was the moſt 


To which he had ever afpir'd. 8 
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But a far greater treaſure than gold, 
To him was his Phebe's dear heart; 
Not for all that the Indies unfold 
With that would our fond ſhepherd part. 


By the fide of a ſmooth winding brook 
They tended their flocks on the green, 

Content with the pipe and the crook, 
They envied no monarch or queen. 


But envy is every where found, 

As well on the Tweed as the Thames; 
And often on paſtoral ground, 

It injures the villagers' names. 


In the village a ſhepherdeſs dwelt, 
Long nurs'd in the ſchool of deceit ; 
No love had her heart ever felt, 
For envy had there fix*d her feat. 


To ſee Strephen and Phebe content, 
Was enough all her malice to raiſe, 


She reſolv'd that her ſpleen ſhould have vent, g 
'Ere their love had ſeen many more days. 


To Phebe's neat cottage ſhe ſped, 

Reſolv'd her reſentment to rouſe, 

And told the fair credulous maid  __. 
That © Strephon was falſe to his vows. Te, 
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Laſt nicht as we ee on the green, 
To the ſound of the pipe and the 8 | 
Young Strephon (believe me) was ſeen 
With Daphne to join the gay Thong: 


Be aſſur'd what I tell you is true; | 
It was friendſhip that urg'd me to ſpeak, - 
She ſaid, and bid Phebe adieu, 
(Who couldever * one ſo * 


Jul then from the neighbouring grove, 
Young Strephen flew over the plain; 

But inſtead of the fond ſmiles of love, 

He met the cold frowns of diſdain. 


Unable to think what dire ſpell | 
Could his Phebe's affections eſtrange, 
He intreated the fair one to tell 
The cauſe of ſo ſudden a change. 


She ſaid „ *tis in vain to deny 
That Daphne alone you approve; 
And far, far from theſe plains will I fly, 
Since Strephon's forgot how to love.” 


In vain did poor Strephon declare, - 
That he never was falſe to his vows : 1 
Till ſhe told him the name of the fair 
Wbo related the heart - rending news. 


« And 
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And will my dear Phebe (he cry'd)  - 
| Believe what that ſhepherdeſs ſays; 
Io falſhood her heart is ally'd, _ 
Do regard ſhe to truth ever pays.“ 


Po 


| Theſe words put an end to their ſtrife; . 
Fair Phebe's glad heart ceas'd to bleed; 
They now are united for life, 


And dwell on the banks of the Tweed. 


8 
A PASTORAL. 


Dow night's Gable addon are fled; 


The moon has withdrawn her pale ray; 


Soft dews the mild morning has ſhed ; 
And the ſun gaily leads on the day: 
The groves with wild muſic now ring 


The birds tune their notes on each tree; 


Ah Celia! no joy can they bring 
To Damon when abſent from thee! 


What torment does love ever find 
When forc'd from its object to part 
All nature recals to my mind 


Ihe lov'd image that lives in my heart: 


Should the garden's ſweet bloſſoms invite 
Its gay painted paths to purſue, _ 
Not an object can there meet my ſight : 
But reminds me dear Celia, of you. 
| | 9 
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Vet the charms of the lily muſt fail 


If to vie with my fair they ſhould ſeek, 


And the roſe ſeems to droop and turn pale 


When compar'd with the bloom of her cheek ; 


But the ſhrubs of the ever-green ſhade, 


Which alike in all ſeaſons we find, 
Are a better reſemblance ſweet maid ! 
Of the virtues which grow in thy mind. 


Unchang'd does the verdure remain 
In the midſt of the winter's rough rage, 
And the virtues which charm thy fond ſwain, 
Will endure in the winter of age: 2 

When the roſe and the lily of youth 
In life's garden ſhall droop and decline, 


The myrtle and laurel of truth _ 


Round thy temples a garland ſhall twine. 


How often does Corydon fay, 

„Why, Damon, that ſorrowful air? 
Come join in the ſports of the May, 
And beguile the dull hours of their care.“ 
But ah! how unſkill'd is fond love 


To paſs time's leaden minutes away, 


Tho? more ſwift than the wings of the dove, 


I think ev'ry dull moment a day. 


How filent and fad is the ſcene, 
When the moon's pale beam ſhines in the flood, 

Should I ſeek the lone ſhade of the green 
Or the welcomer gloom of the wood; 
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My fond heart dwells enraptur'd on thee; 3 
The ſoft wind ſeems ſcarcely to blow; 

While the nightingale ſits on a tree 

And warbles the tale of her woe. 


Vet, yet in the midſt of my care, 

One bright ray of joy can I ſee; 
Need I ſay it is hope, oh my fair! 

That alone can ſpeak comfort to me? 
In my boſom it ſoothes ev'ry ſtorm, | 1 
And tells me again we ſhall meet, 

That again I ſhall fee thy dear form, | 
And ſigh out my fond ſoul at thy feet. 


Then let fortune her bounty. beſtow, | 
On the world loving part of mankind; 


|. While the wreath of proud honor, the brow 


Of ambition and glory may bind : 
Ah Celia! if bleſt with. thy ſiniles, 

Fair content will enliven my cot, 
And the fear that in abſence beguiles, | 
Will for ever in love be forgot? ! 


Tho? our cot is but cover'd with Sita, | 
Yet the ſwallow ſhall build her neſt there, 
And the flowers that bloom round it ſhall draw 
The bee, buſy inſet! whoſe care 
Shall yield us the honey well won, 
 *Gainſt winter-time carfully ſtor'd, 
And when day's rural labor is done, 


_ The muſes ſhall file round our board. The 
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While the ſhrubs, that adorn the ſweet bow'rs 


In the buſhes the blackbird ſhall ang, 
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The brook that rings out of wei, 
The Large rang l of the mill; MINS 


And the breezes that varig cf 
All theſe ſhall amuſe the gay hours, | 
And the landſcape around us improve; | - - 


Shall be hung with the garlands of love. * 


And the lark carol loud in the air, 
To welcome the dawning of ſpring, 
And rejoice in the morn of the year. 
Each day ſome new pleaſure ſhall give, 
In attending our flocks and our farm ; 
For that boſom to pleaſure will livtee 
Which the beauties of nature can charm, © 


Thus, Celia, when abſent from thee, 
I ſojourn in this far diſtant clime, 

Gay hope and bright fancy agree 
To haſten the flight of flow time. 

The pictures hope ſheds from my quill, | 


May Celia and Damon find true, 
And fate the ſweet viſions fulfil 
That fancy holds out to our view. 
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Vr fav'r ring breeze, my little b 
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Ir roſe each mornin the lark, 
ih dhe fo ſun: 1 pal 


And reſted with 
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No ſorrow ſwell'd my eye, 


And, gilded by proſperity, , 


The hours flew ſwiftly by. 


But, ah! the howling blaſts aroſe. YT 


raging billows toſs d. oh 5 55 


And, ſtriking: on n rack, 
My little bark was loſt! A 


vet, let the Rormy nungen e, 0 


The threat' uin $ ſurges roll, 
In thee, immorta 
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Hope! we 0 A i 
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